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TALE OF 
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A FRENZY OF BLOODY 
FEAR IN 


IS YOUR HAIR 


GROWING?" GOING? 


Stand in front of a mirror. Take a long 
hard look at the top of your head. Do 
you have as much hair as one year ago? 
Do you see any new hair growth? 


If your answer is no, it is important 
that you take steps today to save the 
hair you now have. If you act now, 
you may be abie to reverse the trend 
on your head. You may be able to 
grow new hair faster than it is fall- 
ing out. Doesn't that make sense 
to you? Wouldn't you like to look 
in the mirror a year from now and 
see more hair on your head than you 
see now? Why lose your hair if you | 
don't have to? 


CAN YOU SAVE YOUR HAIR? 


Every year thousands of men and women 
go bald — needlessly — because of a scalp 
infection. This scalp infection is called sebor- 
rhea. Doctors say that three germ organisms 
cause seborrhea: staphyloccocus albus, pityro- 
sporum ovale, and microbacillus. These germs at- 
tack the sebacious glands and the hair follicles them- 
selves. If not checked, permament damage is done. 
The hair follicles atrophy, lose their ability to produce 
new hairs. The result: premature baldness. 


You can easily tell if you are a victim of seborrhea. If 
you have itchy scalp, dandruff, hair loss, very dry or oily 
scalp, the chances are that you have seborrhea. Neglect 
these symptoms and you invite baldness. 


Treat your scalp to Ward's Formula. This amazing scalp 
medicine quickly controls seborrhea and stops the hair 
loss it causes. 


Here’s the Proof! 


After using Ward's for only 12 days. 
my har hes stopped tall 
Rw Cc 


it was helping me. I could feel my 
hair getting 


icker 
E_K.. Cleveland, Ohio 


Out of all the Hair Expects I went 
to, I've gotten the most help from 
one bottle of Ward's Formula, 

C. La M.. Philadelphia, Pa. 


I feel encouraged to say that the in 
furiating scalp rtch which has both. 
ered me for 3 years is now gone 

J. MK. Columbus, Ohio 


Male pattern baldness is the cause of the 
great majority of cases of baldness and exces- 
sive hair loss, for which neither the Ward 
treatment nor any other treatment is effective. 


DOUBLE MONEY 
BACK GUARANTEE 


In seconds, Ward’s Formula 
kills the three parasitic germ or- 
ganisms retarding normal hair 
growth. This swift germicidal ac- 

tion has been proven in scientific 
tests by a world-famous testing lab- 
oratory (copy of laboratory report 
sent on request). Ward's removes in- 
fectious dandruff, stops scalp itch, 
brings hair-nourishing blood to the 
scalp, tends to normalize very dry or oily 
scalp. In brief Ward’s Formula corrects 
the ugly symptoms of seborrhea, stops the 
hair loss it causes. Ward‘s Formula has been 
tried by more than 550,000 men and women 
on our famous Double-Your-Money-Back Guar- 
antee, Only 1.9% of these men and women 
were not helped by Ward’s and asked for their 
double refund. This is truly an amazing performance. 
Why not join the men and women who have successfully 
ended their troubles? Treat your scalp with Ward's Formula. 
Try it at our risk. In only 10 days you must see and feel the 
marked improvement in your scalp and hair. Your dandruff 
must be gone. Your scalp itch must stop. Your hair must look 
thicker, more attractive, and alive. Your excessive hair loss 
must stop. You must be completely satisfied—in only 10 days 
—with the improved condition of your scalp and hair, or 
simply return the unused portion for Double Your Money Back. 
So why delay? Delay may cost your hair. 


HoH. Ward & Co., Inc.. 19 West 44 Street, N.Y. 36, N.Y. © 1963 


Doctors and hospitals can abtain professional 
samples of Ward's Formula on written request. 


H.H. Ward & Co., Inc. 
19 West 44 Street, New York, N. Y. 10036 


Rush Ward's Formula to me at once. | must be completely satistied 
in only 10 days or you GUARANTEE refund of DOUBLE MY 
MONEY BACK upon return of bottle and unused portion. 


Dept. 14736 


Nome 
Address ; . 
City .. Stote Zip = 
1 Enclosed find $2, send postpaid (check, cash, money order} 
1 Send C.0.0. | will pay postman $2 plus 76 cents in postal 
charges (sove the 76 cents by enclosing $2) 
H DD Send triple jor $5. You save $1. 


H Canadian, foreign, add 50 cents — No C.O.D. 
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Here APPLETON WAS COYSTANTLY PEEVED BECAUSE HER pose WAS MORE A MOUSE THAN 
MAN... BUT WHEN HE CHANGED SHE LIKED (T MUCH LI 


JE MONSTER 


'LL SHOW EXCELLENT JURCSNENT 
( SELECTING (Ty SHALL T SEND IT. 
WILL YOU TAKE IT WITH YOU 7 


leven APPLETON KNEW JUST WHAT. KIND of | 
) HA AT HE WANTED, BL/ 


THERE YOU ARE, MR. 
APPLETON / Just 
THE HAT poe 


FOOL \ 


zm \\ 


[ ANC WHEN CYRIL GOT HOME To H/S W) ; NYY TiVe NEVER SEEN SUCH 


CYRIL! HOW CAN You 
WEAR A HAT LIKE 


THAT 7 DID THE GUMPTION TO SPEAK 
SALESMAN TAL! YOUR MIND.’ WHILE 
~ YOU INTO IT... "RE ON THE 
en SUBJECT, ASK 


~~ 


MR. FITCH FOR A 
RAISE TeNoee SW! 9; 


\b 


I CAN'T, DEAR! \ 


WELL, SO AMT... [egy WELL, DEAR / 
AND 1 WON'T AND NOW fF YOu, 

J DON'T MIND, I'D 

LIKE TO SPEND - ~ - 
SOME TIME... YOU IF IL COULD ONLY FIND IT!.., 

KNOW,.. IN THE ( Rees COMBINATION 4 


CYRIL DABBLED IN CHEMISTRY... AND NOT 
ONLY /DLY, FOR HE WAS WORKING ON ONE 
SPECIAL EXPERIMENT... 


CELLAR! _ THAT WOULD STIMULATE 
wr THE ADRENAL GLANDS... 

INCREASE MAN'S 

COURAGE / . 


| Ar THAT MOMENT... 


CYRIL WORKED PART/CU { 


LARLY LATE THAT NIGHT, 
ANP... 


THIS MAY BE IT! 
PRECIPITATION... JUST 
WHAT L'VE BEEN 
LOOKING FOR... MUST 
TRY IT ON THE 
RABBIT... AT ONCE! 


H 
ick COURAGE INA BOTTLE... 
CYRIL! IT'S LATE! BUT MAYBE You WILL 
WHAT ARE You WORK A MIRACLE, AND 
DOING 7 BECOME A MAN AFTER 
ALL/ I'M GOING UP TO 
READ A WHILE! 


NESS! IT...IT'S COMMOTION! 
CHANGING BACK! Lucky rt 


Me 


I MUST DESTROY THAT) MR. Fl 


BOTTLE TOMORROW... 
y 'T...IT'S NOT SAFE TO 
LET IT LIE AROUND, 


I BET YOU HEARD THAT 
WE'RE IN BAO STRAITS. 
FINANCIALLY, AND 
YOU'RE VOLUNTEERING 
FOR A PAY CUT/ A 
LOYAL EMPLOYEE 
IF THERE WAS 
ONE! 


WHY... ER... YES, \ 
MR: FINCH! THAT'S ) 
ER... JUST WHAT I 

HAD IN MINDS 


THANK GOOD- CYRIL, WHAT as THAT HMMMFFF/ You PROBABLY 


USED ONLY A DROP OF I... FOUND FOR BED, SINCE Yourke 
a THE STUFF/ THE CHEMICAL GOING TO SEE MR. 
I WAS LOOKING FINCH IN THE 
FOR. IT IT. MORNING / 
CHANGED THE 
RABBIT INTOA 7 ee DREAMING! 
MONSTROSITY! 9 { ©OH,,,WHAT'S 
‘ THE US| 


SPt AK 
ABOUT A..ER. ECerIOn MATTER 


| wey, APPLETON, 
IT KNOW JUST 


FELL ASLEEP AND DREAMED 
IT/ COME Now IT'S TIME 


I_WASN'T 


ae 
YES, DEAR! 


INCH, T'D LIKE 


Ane, WHEN CYR/L GOT HOME NT { 


AND YOU LET HIM TALK YOU INTO 1 
A CUT INSTEAD OFA RAISE! i 

ALL THE MEN IN THE WORLD, I 

HAD TO PICK A WEAK- MINDED 


JELLY FISH LIKE yea WHY 
DON'T YOU DRINK THAT 
STUPF THAT'LL MAKE 
A MAN OUT OF You / 


€ MAYBE HERE 1S 

\ SOMETHING IN IT, 

{ AFTER ALL! JUST 
LIkE HIM TO BREW 

\ A CONCOCTION THAT 


NO! NO! You MUST 
BE JOKING! 
FORGOT... Bur x 
HAVE TO GET RID 
OF IT. RIGHT 
NOW/ 


WOULD GIVE HIM 

COURAGE, AND = 
THEN BE AFRAID 
TO DRINK IT! 


JUST YOUR 
IMAGINATION, 
DEAR! DRINK 
IT DOWN! IT'S 


THIS EGGNOG-- 
TL DETECT A 

STRANGE 
FLAVOR / 


i 


WERE 


I ALWAYS 
WANTED TO. 
KILL YOU., AND 
NOW... YOU... YOU 
GAVE ME THE 
COURAGE 
To DoIT! 


CYRIL FOUND A SHELTERED 
CAVE, AND WHILE ARMED —________— 

POLICE SOUGHT HiM.. YOUID BETTER COME 
—_—_— DOWN AND IDENTIFY 

DIDN'T SEE ME! MUST HER BODY! MR. POOR 
nas \ py GO HOME... SOON AS APPLETON! YOU HELEN! 
OR TILL I CHANGE BACK! HAVE My SHE... SHE 
SHOOT! / a SYMPATHY! WAS SUCH 
AN UNCER- 
STANDING 


He DID! AND DAYS LATER 


[Aro THAT MIGHT, ALONE nw THE CELLAR ( CYRIL WAS KILLED BY THE 
\ POLICE WHEN NE ACNCKEC 
/ Tins we DILL NEVER Us USE IT AGAIN «. IT'S IT's { A/S NEIGHBOR, M1. 


HORRIBLE! SUCH A STRANGE, EXCITING \ CORA ADS? 
SENSE OF POWER! 

I NEVER FELT BETTER 
IN ALL MY LIFE! I 
WONDER ww 
SHOULD I ? 


ALG af HORROR 


DUGAN WAS A BRUTE KILLER... A GUNMAN WHO'D CUT A MAN'S THROAT FOR FIVE BucKs ! 
HOW STRANGE IT WAS, THEREFORE, TO SEE DUGAN IN TERROR OF H/S OWN LFE/ 


~ 


\Bu7 AMONG H/S LOWLIER SINS, 


a | 


) DUGAN WAS A DRUNKARD WITH 
NEVER 4 SOBER MOMENT / 


\/ DUGAN: PI 
WANTS/ GET | --I CAN 
ME ANOTH | 
BEER 
C 7d 
4)» THE CUFF/ 


ONE NIGHT, DOWNTOWN... 


MONTHS BEHIND 
IN CREDIT! THE 
WANTS 


ENON ora 
WHO CARES *, /_ I'M SORRY, 
WHAT HE \ 


| IT HONEST/ TID 
) LOSE My JOB 
DILL BASH / IF I GAVE 


YOU FACE ANYMORE _ ON 


yOu CRUMB! You 
YELLOW CRUMB! 
KEEP YouR 
LOUSY BEER! 
DROWN 


T'LL GET MONEY-- 


BuT WHERE? ) 
WHERE ? » 
be 


I DON'T CARE HOW. 

MUCH I GET JUST AS 
\ LONG AS I GET 
ENOUGH TO GET 
DRUNK ON / 


THERE AIN'T NO STORE TLL MUG SOMEBODY! \ 

OPEN Now / I CAN'T THERE'S GOTTA BE ) 
EVEN STICI SOMEONE PASSIN' 

DOWN THIS _ ~ 


y 


< STREET! 


(YEAH! MY FORTUNE! TI 
GOT NEWS FOR YOu! 

I MAKE MY OWN / 
FORTUNE! WHERE IS 
IT 7 YOUR DOUGH / 
HAND IT OVER! 


PE a 
HEY! WHAT AM I LOOKING FOR 7 HERE'S \= 
SOMETHING! MADAM ZOBO, EH? xi ost 
Rasa AL > poy lO 
—s 9 3 


(GASP!) RIGHT / NEVER \N-NO! No! Gasp!) YOu_HAD IT, You’ YOU WONT 
i a GET IT UP, MIND! T. } YOU CANNOT HAVE y J 
GRANDMA! SEE IT! / IT] ITS THE ONLY IN d GASP! 


haven!) << EY LC HAVE 
IN THE WORLD/ 
a 5 


I 7oLD You READING Wry (” ¥-YOU WILL,“ AN Mee 
TO SHUT UP! FORTUNE, Be EA YS 

EH? START mi N) “OSE 

j FIGURING 


your, pie! \ /r GOTTA GET ouTA VE BUT I DON'T NEED MORE'N 4 FEW \¥ 
{ HERE! SOMBONE BUCKS / TI PITY THE SCHMOES WHO 
MIGHT'VE HEARD . WALK AROUND BROKE / THEY ( 
/ HER, YELLIN AIN'T JG il GOT- BRAINS. 
“ie MUCH DOUGH 


HERE... BUT 
ENOUGH / 


————_ es ee —- — _——_—_——__—— 

THERE'S ALWAYS SOMEBODY >) YOU WANTED CASH, L-I'LL SERVE 

WHO'S GOTA FEW BUCKS IN —/| LOUIE 7 OKAY, SO YOu, PUGAN/ For 

HIS POCKET! ALL YOU GOTTA HERE... I Got Its / (GASP!) THREE 
DO |S TAKE /7 AWAY / ANYTHING HOURS, 


_BAR 2GRILL 
- ty \ 


KS 


(GASP!) WHAT'S THAT ? Wi 
Agri) COuies WwHo'sS 
Siem 


( “THERE 7 SITTIN! 


WHERE? 


eee 
OvER THERE! / 
GASP!) LOOK, 


———— — 
IT'S THE D.1.S,, THAT'S WHAT! (GASP!) 
I GOTTA BLOT IT OUT OF My MIND! 

: AON Ie 


ee 


You ALMOST KNOCKED ME OVER! 
CGASPL TE THING. (Ten (T'S 
OWING ME. 


os ee ae 
B- BUT IT CAN'T BE I'LL GO HOME-- GO TO T'LL FORGET ABOUT 
FOLLOWING ME/ IT 29 \ SLEEP! SHUT IT OUT! THE THING! T'LL 
AIN'T ALIVE! GASP!) % It'S THAT Lous’ MAKE BELIE' 

~ IT'S SOMETHING i GROG OF LOUIE'S... IT AIN'T 


7 IN MY MIND! THERE ! 
(| SOMETHING I'M 


IMAGININ! / 


i 
BUT IT AIN'T GOING AWAY/ rT Yj rs WoR COULD HE SUMMON UP THE COURAGE 
HEAR IT... IT'S FOLLOWING COU 
ME/ CAN'T RACES : \ 70 LOOK: BACKS WUT 
IT AIN'T HUMAN P P BAK 
— C6ASP!) T'M AFRAID! WHAT'S 


FOLLOWING ME? IT GOES WHERE- 
EVER I Go... (GASP!) WHAT'S 
AAPPENING TO ME 7 


SHAKE HIS: 
PURSUER! 


| FWALLY, DUGAN FOUND HIMSELF CORNERED! | 
\'NO LONGER COULD HE RUN! HE HAD To FACE 


| WHATEVER /T WAS / 
Le 


a Fone THSEATST Ie CANE ON AND ON 
STAY AWAY! YOU HEAR? STAY INTO THE LIGHT... 
AWAY! T AIN'T KIDDIN'! I GOT 
A.GUN/ AND I'LL BLAST 
THE INSIDES, 
OUTTA You! 


( “f (GASP!) .. THE BULLETS 
MF Fe (SOB! ) IT'S COMING 
CLOSER... NO/ NO! 


m\ 


Y-YOU WON'T LISTEN, EH ? 

YOU'LL LISTEN WOW I'LL 

CUT YOUR SRUMMY 
HEART OUT! 


THAT OLD GYPSY TOLD THE TRUTH, DUGAN! 
YOU'RE GOING TO DIE BY YOUR OWN HAND! 


pee 
| / STUPID DUGAN! STILL. 


DOESN'T KNOW WHO CICA RES 
TAM! DUGAN, WHAT THE NEXT MORNING, THE POLICE FOUND | 
x : DUGAN! BUT THEY DION'T KNOW THAT 


OWN MURDERING HIS KILLER WAS THE EVIL IN HIM £ 
CONSCIENCE / : 


DUGAN'S CONSCIENCE Fi 
WITH HIM sx EFINALLY CAUGHT UP JY, 


DISCUSSION. 


--BUT ITS 
PREPOSTEROUS, 
MADDEN! SUCH 

SEA MONSTERS 
DON’T EXIST! 


PERHAPS... BUT NATIVE LEGENDS 
SPEAIK ABOUT THE MONSTER 
WHO WAITS IN THESE VERY 
WATERS TO EXCHANGE 

BODIES WITH IT! 


MY YEARS TAUGHT ME TO HEED A 
GREAT MANY THINGS, BASIL. ONCE 
THESE SEA-MONSTERS ROAM THE 
WORLD IN THEIR HUMAN FORM, 
THEY CREATE MUCH EVIL! I 
WAGER NONE OF YOU,WILL 
DARE FISH IN THESE 


WATERS AGAIN! HAHA... Af 


HA, HA... DONE! 
DONE! LEAD US TO 
YOUR MONSTERS ; 

OLD MAN! 


INSTEAD OF DISCUSSING 
SUCH NONSENSE, 
MAODEN. .SYOU COULD 
RELAX AND FISH FOR 
ONE OF THESE 
DELICIOUS FISH ! 


IT'S SO BEAUTIFUL HERE!...AND 50 
DANGEROUS...FOR WHAT STRANGE 
HORRORS LURK IN THE JUNGLES AND 
WATERS IN THIS PART 
OF THE WORLD ? 


SIR? IT SEEMS JUST WAIT AND SEE, 
INCREDIBLE THAT MY FRIEND. 
SUCH CREATURES 


NOW I WONDER WHAT 

HE MEANT BY THAT ? 
OH, WELL. ...7O 
EACH HIS OWN... 


ANNO THEN: AT THE OCEAN FLOOR, HE SAW 
IE SAW THE SE, NSTE! 


( ARRAGHH-=W-WHAT IS THAT 
> THING? IT'S A NIGHTMARE... IT 
MUST BE! L'M DREAMING THIS 
PLEASE! SAVE ME! 
SAVE ME! 


HE DID NOT 
OROWN... 
FOR IT 
WAS NOT 


SPHOSE WARM, CLOYING LIPS, EVEN IN THE ICECOLD 
WATER OF THE OCEAN, BURNED INTO HIS WITH A 
FEROCITY BEYOND COMPARE! 


SOE WO A ENOUGH! YOU HAVE COMPLETED THE 
ARMS! KISS ME!) LOVELY! aS Be Aca fee COED: 
: WYES!1-)\ “DOOMED FOREVER! 


yh JHE MONSTER LIFTED | [AND WHEN HE AWOKE... 
HIM BACKONTO THE 
DECK OF THE YACHT. WHA....? WHAT HAPPENED ? 
FRANK KENTON WAS UNCONSCIOUS. HOW DID I GET WET ?? 
OBLIVIOUS OF WHAT HAD HAPPENED. 


UNTIL THE. 
NEXT TIME! 


WHY, FRANK, WHERE J I...UH,..2 WAS: 
HAVE YOU BEEN ? 
WE'RE WAITING 


(LATER WHEN ALL HAD FINISHED DINNER, MADDEN BEGAN TO 
/ IN MY CABIN...2 RELATE MORE OF THE SEA-MONSTER LEGEND, 

/ DECIDED To GO 
FOR A SWIM, I'LL / | THE STRANGE PART OF THIS SUPER- HAHA... 
BE RIGHT IN! STITION IS THAT THE MONSTER QUITE A FAIRy- 
KISSES ITS VICTIM TWICE , THE 

TRANSFORMATION CAN TAKE 


A —/ Awl 
PHAT NEXT DAY, THE PARTY DECIDED TO EXPLORE 


) WHAT DID 
GOODBYE! I'LL WAIT ) YOU MEAN ABOUT THE 
FOR YOUR RETURN ! SECOND KISS? 


SUCCUMBED 
eet 33 COME lero SPARE ME 
‘ 


CONSCIOUS ) : 
MIND HAD y a aN Pr 
ALREADY. ete 


OF THE 
SEA- 
MONSTER! 


ie a F 
\ 
YA-A-A:A:H! tHE 
MONSTER! NOW MY MEMORY 
IS CLEAR AGAIN! LAST NIGHT... 
IT WANTS THAT SECOND 
ASS! 


HA, HA, 
HA! 


EVERY SEVEN YEARS, A MONSTER 

MATURES ENOUGH TO PARTAKE OF 

THIS TRANSFERENCE ! 7 

ONLY THEN CAN IT WHAT ARE 

CHANGE PLACES WITH / YOU LOOKING 
A HUMAN! 


INO! 
YANA-A-H! 


DON'T... PLEASE... 


WHY DO YOU THINK, FOOL? I 
AM NOT MADDEN! L HAVE 
INHABITED HIS BODY! I 
STARTED THIS LEGEND... 
AND BROUGHT YOU HERE. 
TAKE HIM NOw- 


DON'T YOU THINK I AM BEAUTIFUL? 

COME TO ME! KISS MY LIPS AGAIN! J 
MY HEART LONGS FOR YOU, 
DARLING! COME ! COME! 


TPHEN THE HORROR BEGAN! TENTACLES SPROUTED FROM HIS 
ARMS,..HIS FLESH UNDULATED AND WRINKLED. HIS 
VISION GREW HAZY AND DIM... 


SINKING. . SINKING. .. THEY'RE 
LAUGHING AT ME...THIS 
CAN'T HAPPEN... 


NO! THIS CAN'T BE! 
IT WAS THE SECOND 
KISS. OHHHH....I 
KISSED A--A, 


AGAIN HE SANK LOWER, LOWER TOWARDS THE | |[nIE HAD TO GET BACK ON THE BOAT... HE SHOT TO THE 
OCEAN-FLOOR. NOW STRANGE THINGS OCCURED. | |SURFACE-- CRYING, SCREAMING, SHRIEKIN 
HE TRIED TO BREATHE AND FOUND THAT HE 
COULD! HE WAVED HIS HANDS, AND TENTACLES HELP! HELP! 
RESPONDED! HE WAG... = THEY DON'T HEAR 

z A MONSTER! FM A ME! THEY'RE LEAVING 

SEA MONSTER! IT'S AND THEY DON’T 
TAKEN MY OWN BODY! 
WHAT SHALL I 
00? 


[BUT HE LIVED SOMEHOW. HE FOUNO HOW TO CONTROL HIS 

BLOATED BODY, HE REALIZED, HE TOO HAD BECOME THE 

SCAVENGER OF THE DEEP...EVER HUNGRY....EVER 
YEARNING FOR FOOD! 


IM DOOMED! 
DOOMED TO A 
FATE WORSE 
THAN DEATH! 
OHHH...I DO! 
WANT TO LIVE. 
I WANT TO 
DIE...10 DIE. 


‘THE YEARS WENT BY, NOW ANDAGAIN HE WOULD [3 = 
oy IR SEVEN LONG YEARS, FRANK KENTON WATCHED THE 
oo Re oN eee eee SURFACE FOR THE SHIP HE KNEW WOULD CONTAIN THE 
ty TWO WHO BROUGHT HIM His FATE. IT WAS TIME FOR 
I WONDER WHAT HAPPENED To 
THE POOR DEM. WHO VACATED MAQDEN'S ANOTHER TRANSFERENCE ...HiS REVENGE... 


BODY ? HE MUST HAVE GONE INSANE / LOOK 
THERE THEY ARE... AND 
AT THEM... LOOK AT THE WAY THEY TEAR JALEING WITHA GIRL Ol 


AND REND...OHH...IT'S 
H THE BOTTOM DECK OF 
HORRIBLE { THE SHIP! THE DEVILS... 


YES, PROF, MADDEN AND “SHE GIRL ROSE TOTAKE A DIP THE FIRST KISS OF DOOM WILL. 
I DECIDED TO BECOME INTHE POOL. THE MAN WHO COMPLETELY ENSLAVE HER-— 
PARTNERS IN OUR CALLED HIMSELF ‘FRANK, AND IF I OON'T REACH THAT 


RESEARCH | MUTUAL LIFE WORK MADDEN ROSE UP SILENTLY CREATURE IN TIME! 
ASSOCIATES SEVEN YEARS BEHIND IN MUTUAL ACCORD, Zz 9) 
? AND... 


PLEASANT 
DIR MY DEAR! 


TRENTON’ c CHARGE TAKES THE iedigits MONSTER 
BY SURPRISE 


WeSoCEEFES E 


QQADDEN FELL DEAD...THE BODY OF FRANK KENTON 
TWITCHED WITH DYING SPASMS. SUDDENLY THE WORLD 
FADED FOR FRANK AND WHEN HE OPENED HIS EYES, HE 
WAG ON DECK ALONGSIDE THE GIRL. HE HAD REGAINED 


SPHEN THEY RUSHED UP TO HIM AS HE DIED... 
ACCUSING...PUZZLED. 


YOU'LL NEVER 
YOU TRIED TO PUSH HER KNOW I'M 
OVERBOARD! THEN YOU AFRAID! NO... 
RESCUED HER AGAIN! WE / YOU'LL NEVER. 


GET THE COORDINATES 

OF THIS PLACE! WE'LL 
HAVE A PLANE BOMB 
THIS THING! 


HIS BODY. 
DID You 


SEE THAT ? Quick! 
SHOOT IT! 


SAW IT! WHY? KNOW, 


GATHERING OF WITCHES _|N THE STILL OF THE NIGHT 
ARE COOKING UP A LITTLE BREW...A PINCH OF JEALOUSY 
FLAVORED WITH INTRIGUE THEN STIRRED WELL AND THE 
RESULT |S MUROER! 


BUT YOURE WRONG, CYNTHIA... 

OH, MY DARLING... | $eab Weone? Nor OnLy 
I'VE WAITED 60 DOES YOUR HUSBAND SUSPECT 
LONG,., COYOU _/F OF COURSE,.MY HUSBAND -- HE ALREADY KNOWS... 

A THINK WE'RE @/ DOESN'T SUSPECT ATHING! | aim 
@ur BESIDES, HE'S PROBABLY |MAMMBNY THE FOOLS! DON'T THEY 

BEWITCHING ASLEEP NOW/ i KNOW THEY CAN'T GET 

TALE BEGINS ee "7 * AWAY WITH THIS / 

INA SMALL 

APARTMENT 


[rhe AFFAIR HAD BEEN GOING ON FOR MANY MONTHS 
TONE HAD TAKEN ALL HE Cou iT WAS 
E FOR ACTION... 
CANT THINK HERE 
GOT TO GET OUT } 
INTO THE 


COUNTRY 


IVE GOT TO FIGURE A 
WAY WITHOUT INCRIMINATING 
MYSELF. + THERE MUST 

BE A WAY! 


Of WAS UNBELIEVABLE! iT was 
FANTASTIC! BUT IT WAS TRUE... 


IG HIS PROBLEMS, FRED ST 
HE EERIE F/ 


THEY'VE_GOT TO DIE. 
BOTH OF THEM BUT 


HOW... HOWF 


ITMUST BE THE 4 PERFECT 
CRIME! 


IVE GOT TO KILL 
THEM AND STILE NOT GET 
HA 


DGED CLOSER 


im fia HOSEN ONE To DO. 


——— 

BY THE BREATH OF. FALLEN 

ANGELS MOLOCH, MAMMON, 
ABADDON-- 


OUR DEEDS OF EVIL THAT 
FULFILL HIS NEEDS! SO 
LISTEN WELL v5 SR SRUSTY 
ary iE ‘ene Hi 


aos  FEFOERICK 


WO MORTAL HARM, iF HE WSOCOME YE To US, FREDERIC / 
CONCEDES, CAN COME To : AIT eae 


HIM IF _ HE AGREES,,, To 
DO OUR DARK AND 

EVIL DEEOS/ 
. 


| WEILL GO UP To My 
| LODGE FOR THE 
WEEKEND’ HE'LL 


WE'VE WATCHED YOUR PLIGHT--YOU'RE 


THAT'S ME THEY'RE 


NOT ALONE COMPLETE CHE Bot SE TALKING ABOUT..,I CAN GET 


WE CAN ACT-- WO MORTAL HANO 
CAN HARM You / 


OH,., STOP WORRYING. | 


I TELL YOU, HE'S 
OUT OF TOWN AND 
WON'T BE BACK FOR 
AT LEAST A WEEK/ 


aw wae IT..2 A JURY 
ONVICT ME,, 
NO ‘MORTA HANO 


CAN HARM ME! 


OH, L FORGOT TO TELL. WELL, THERE'S HE JUST LEFT, 

YOU, CYNTHIA,..Z HAVE To NO SENSE IN BILL! D'LL BE 

GO OUT OF TOWN STAYING oe READY IN AN. ; 

ON BUSINESS! L HINK I'LL yigiT” HOUR, ‘ 
¢ DON'T KNOW WHEN MOTHER BR A | 

I'LL BE BACK / FEW DAYS / 


Op AT THE LODGE. 


{ ALONE? Bi ND HUSBAND? NO, NO THIS |S WHAT HE'D FRED! NM 
| BEEN WAITING FOR...THE PegeEct SET UP/ IT CAN'T 


BE... 
THEY FELL FOR IT! eas 
WALKED RIGHT, INTO 

MY ao . 


NNN 


ANDO THIS IS WHERE) 
WE END THIS } 
MESS RIGHT 

7 Now! 


So 


FIRST YOUR rey ER... 
AND NOW 


No, FRED! 
Nos 


[a 
| FEW DAYS LATER. 


THE peep was 
DONE! AND FREI 

S70! oONE WAS SAFE! 
WHY SHOULDN'T 
HE BE? DIDN'T 
HE HAVE THE 
GUARANTEE 

OF THE WITCHES? 

NOW ALL HE 


YES, EZRA... WHAT. 
y iS |IT? 


THERE'S A POLICE 
OFFICER HERE, 
SiR! 


I'VE JUST COME DEAD! SHE CANT BE!) [| CUT THE ACTING STONE! KILLED THEM? WHAT | 
FROM YOU'RE SHE'S IN BOSTON... YOU KNOW WHERE WE ARE YOU TALKING _ | 
WIFE... SHE'S VISITING HER t FOUND THE BODIES... ABOUT? YOU'VE GOT | 

DEAD / MOTHER / BECAUSE YOU THE WRONG MAN/ 
KILLED THEM / 7 


IW NOT HAVEN'T | 1 KNOW YOU DID) 
IT AND T CAN PROVE IT! AND T 
WILL... IN COURT! 


‘MEMBER 
WHAT THE WITCHES 
SAID... wow 


| _ YOU'RE U INDER, 
THEIR PROTECTION... 
A PROTECTION 


CAND THERE WAS NO. BUSINESS 

| | “TRIP! HIS SECRETARY Te 

YOU HAVE MY Sa ENT, i USTHAT! L SAY Tio. 

CEN Eee | OMAN is eondry? 
WNNOCENT } 


THINGS LOOK BAD, vee AND THAT'S WHY, GENTLEMEN 


MR-STONE! HE'S OF THE JURY, YOU HAVE BUT Do (OL) SE! 
GOT QUITE A z E. 


ia Elle_F} 
ao ee Th SENT ies 
a yout NST ) LOOK CONVINCED, 


ARE Yo: 
WORRIED ABOUT? 
THEY CAN'T , 
CONVICT YOu! 
YOU HAVE A 


WE HAVE YOUR B YOU Mi THEY SAID THAT 
HONOR! GUILTY | €s be ) AS LONG As I-- 
THE WITCHES PROMISED NOANO..NO! 


| HAVE You 
REACHED A 
VERDICT? 


Buss.e, BuBBLe--ToIL 
ANDO TROUBLE.,, HEH / 
HEU! THEY SAIO NO 
MORTAL HAND GOULD 
HARM HiMze. BUT THESE 


y SCREAM ON/ IT 
HAVEN'T HEARD SUCH 
CRIES OF TERROR IN 
A LONG TIME! INTO 
\ THE PIT WITH HIM, 
AT ONCE! 


For YEARS S/R JOHN ORUMMONO SAT LIKE A FIENDISH 
VULTURE ON THE BENCH OF OLD BAILEY! HE WAS 
CALLED MANY NAMES: HANGMAN, SADIST, BLOOD- 
CRAZED MADMAN... FOR HE SNUFFED OUT LIVES WITH 
A SATISFIED SMILE / WHAT GAVE HIM THIS TERRIBLE 
POWER OVER OVER L/FE AND DEATH # WE MUST GO 
BACK TO THE NIGHT OF MAY 18, 1751, TO LEARN OF A 

STRANGE EVIL ALL/ANCE ... 


SE. AO 


ae 


Bale ye ray Ss a eS a Ye WEL BS 
\ BEFORE HIS UNHOLY ALLIANCE, HA, HAW! Go AHEAD) » \ INSANE RAGE SWEPT THROUGH 
NOBODY THOUGHT MUCH OF JOHN | | WHY, YOU LAUGH AT | PRUMMOND, AND BEFORE HE 

DRUMMOND, LEAST OF ALL HIS IDIOT, NO ONE ME, WILL | COULD SUPPRESS /T.., 
EMPLOYER, PHILLIP JOBES/ | IN LONDON | You! TLL : 3 KI 
— —!\witt HiRE A SHOW you 
— ~ \YOUAFTER () MR. JOBES! WHY DON'T You LAUGH 
SP: / _ Your TILL MAKE NOW, MR, JOBES...OR IS 


YOU'RE A HEARTLESS \ 
MAN, DRUMMOND! THIS 
BRIEF IS FULL OF VENOM 

AND SHOWS NO 
. SYMPATHY FOR THE 
/ DEFENDENT, AND NO 
UNDERSTANDING / 
TETTING OU Go! 

u U Go! 

betas a0 


DISMISSAL } YOU CHOKE 


ON YOUR 
{ caveHTER ! 


1S KNOWN / 


MR. JOBES! I 
WOULDN'T STAY ON 
IF YOU DOUBLED 
MY SALARY! 


— 


) RAGE IN ORUMMONDS HEART AS HE HEARD FROM 
| THE WINDOW... — a 
RE — NINE 
} O€LOCK AND ALL'S 

z WELLS 


THE NIGHT WATCH! DLL 
BE FOUND AND TAKEN 
TO PRISON! DLL. 
8E HANGED/ 


WHA... 2 THE NIGHT WATCH WAS 

WHO ARE W BAALZAAR, \ | ALREADY INV THE COURTYARO... 
You? IN_ \ HAS SENT ME | (————_____ 
HEAVENS | FOR AMAN | / THERE WAS A CRY FROM 


WITHOUT A A 


HOUT A, YON LIGHTED OFFICE, MEN! 


IT IS OUR DUTY TO 
INVESTIGATE ! _ 


MUST NOT FIND 
COME, OR ME! L-I'LL Go 

SHALL THE 
NIGHT WATC) 


TAKE YOu 7 


NOBODY WILL SUSPECT ME! THEY'LL ) 


IT MY TURN TO LAUGH 7 


— a eae ete ei 


BLAME THIEVES FOR p>“ 
THI: 


IS MURDER! 


DRUMMONO WALKED AS INA DAZE, 
BARELY FEELING THE GROUND 


YOu'VE LED ME HERE To 
KILL ME! L'VE BEEN 
TRICKED! I SHOULD 


CHANCES WITH 
THE WATCH! 


c _ — — 
| AS ORUMMOND WATCHED, THE GREAT DOUBLE EDGED axe | 
| CAME CRASHING DOWN ON THE SOLID MARBL: 


OPEN IN THE NAME 
OF BAALZAAR/ & 


Al TIME WORN SUITCASE BROUGHT THEM 
TO THE COURT OF BAALZAAR... 


WELCOME TO MY COURT, ~ 
JOHN ORUMMONO! COME W- WHY, 
CLOSER, L WANT To SEE | IT'S SATAN, 
THE MAN I'VE CHOSEN THE 
TO DO MY WORK IN EVIL ONE 
THE OUTER WORLD/ HIMSELF! / 


I AM ONLY A DISCIPLE OF 


THE PRINCE OF DARKNESS / 
| STILL, I CAN GIVE YOU 
ANYTHING YOUR EVIL 
| HEART DESIRES-- . 
{WEALTH power, ) 
> POSITION ‘inde 
— W- WHAT 


: =p : er 


HAJ HA! HA! HO! HO! HO! LISTEN TO THEM 


TILL DO ANYTHING YOU WANT! BUT ~ — 
TAKE THIS HELLISH SCENE AWAY! ; SCREAM! HOW MUSICAL] How PRECIOUS! 
HA/HA! HA! I KNEW YOU WOULO CHANGE 


YOUR MINO, DRUMMOND / NOW LISTEN 
To MY TERMS! 


$$ $ a - — ———s — 
DRUMMONO'S MINO WHIRLED AS HE ( NOW THE BARGAIN \ As THE FLAMING STEEL =} 
HEARD THE BARBAROUS REQUEST / / MUST BE SEALED | 8/7 DEEC INTO HIS SKIN, 
BUT THERE WAS NO OTHER WAY! { WITH MY OWN BRAND! | DRUMMONO'S SENSES: 


—— —— - \ IT WILL REMIND YOu REELED WITH AGONIZED 
WHEN MEMORY FAILS/). 2 = 
HOLD STILL! 


NEVER FORGE / 
NEVER ! NEVER / 
NEVER / 


— ~ 
I SHALL EXPECT VICTIMS FoR 

{ My SPORT ANO AMUSEMENT, -- 

\ CUT THROATS, MURDERERS, é 
DESPERATE CRIMINALS ALL! 


| HA, HA, HA! THOSE MEN SCREAM NO... / ae 
THE LOUDEST... DON'T WORRY ! T-rir | “S 
I SHALL SEE THAT YOU ARE NEVER , } 
IN_A POSITION TO FORGET! 
PROVIDE THEM! Yo» thy 
aos a 


[2 es 


© _L DARE NOT 
REFUSE-- OR THE 
[| PIT AWAITS MES, 


ver nt 


——, 
‘ 


Ug 


AT THE CEMETERY ENTRANCE A SOLEMN PROCESSION 
BLOCKED HIG PATH! = 


BINDING SUNLIGHT BROUGHT DRUMMOND j 
70 FULL CONSCIOUSNESS. ee 


SO THERE YOU ARE, MR. 
ORUMMOND / WEVE BEEN WHY, I-- YES 


TH- THEN IT WASN'T A qi 
LOOKING FOR YOU ALL DAY h GLADLY! OF COURSE, 


DREAM AFTER ALL / 
BAALZAAR AND HiS 
COURT OF HORROR 
WERE REAL... AND 
THE BARGAIN I 
MADE WAS 
BINDING / 


SINCE MR. JOBES! DEATH! GENTLEMEN! 
WE NEEO SOMEONE WHO - 
WAS CLOSE TO HIM WHO 
COULD HANDLE OUR 
LEGAL AFFAIRS! 


r —_ : — — — - 
| From THs POINT ON, ORUMMOND'S STAR | | HIS FAME AS A TRIAL LAWYER REAPED THE HIGHEST 
R05E.. HONORS OF STATE... — 
Se eo abe 
JOBES WOULD TURN IN HIS GRAVE 
IF HE SAW THIS! BUT IT'S ONLY 


@ / rwittcomy 


AND BY THE POWERS \~ UTMOST TO SECURE 


INVESTED IN ME AS THE HIGHEST IDEALS 
iC THE BEGINNING... ee LORD MAYOR OF OF JUSTICE! _ 
eS OTL | LONDON, I NAME " 

| | = | | & YOU CHIEF 
a i PROSECUTOR 
| | 
i | 
0 | 


\ DRUMMONO'S IDEA OF JUSTICE WAS SWIFT, COLD VENGEANCE FOR THE f 
| S4AGHTEST INFRACTION! 

a . 

YOU KNOW You AAAI, HE'S 
ARE GUILTY/ WHY ORIVING ME 
wex| DON'T YOU CONFESS ? | MAD! YES, YES, 
"NEE. CONFESS, YOU SWINE,| I CONFESS-- 
>. CONFESS! STOP 
i TORTURING 
: ME! 


THIS MAN . 
DESERVES NO HOW THIS DEPRAVE 
MORE MERCY THAN CREATURE BEGS FOR Jf 
A WILD BEAST/ He Lae zeey Wis 
WITH HIS DEATH jOW HI 
SHALL JUSTICE ’ NO MERCY! 
BE DONE! 


| ater ; Tie JUDGE INTONED SENTENCE, BLT DRUMMOND WATCHED 
| Mourns pat fas " ANOTHER VERDICT IN THE MAKING eas 


Goop HEAVENS! ; ) I SENTENCE if 
IT=IT'S BAALZAAR! YOU TO BE \ JUOGE THAYER © 
: HANGED BY / he HIMSELF 1S. 
\ y 


THE NECK 
UNTIL You 
ARE DEAD! 


———_—__ 


/ pasa JUDGE THAYER MMM, NOW THE 
MY HEART! HAS COLLAPSED! Ff vubGEShiP STANOS 


AAARRGGH! GET A DOCTOR! (AS VACANT! CAN THERE 
Nee BE ANY DOUBT WHO 
? SHALL SUCCEED TO 


THE POSITION © 


YES, MY FRIEND / 
HA, HA, HAL 


SO FAR YOU HAVE : 
KEPT-OUR AGREEMENT ‘ 

AND THIS MERITS i |< 
FURTHER REWARD, THE E 
HIGHEST IN THE COURT! 

BUT LOOK... THE JUDGE f 

1S ABOUT To SEND ff 


\ME ANOTHER VICTIM / 
) As SIR JOHN DRUMMOND, HE REIGNED SUPREME ON V THE BENCH AT OLD BAILEY, WITHOUT AN 
OUNCE OF COMPASSION a 
AND IT WILL BE “ THE CONVICTED MAN 
My PERSONAL WAS ONLY A PETTY THIEF! 
Pease To SEE | ¢ DRUMMOND'S A BLOOD 
NECK \ y THIRSTY FIEND / 


GIRETCHED 
AT NEWGATE! 


| Some WEEKS LATER AT NEWGATE PRIGON, | {A BLOW ON THE GROUND WITH HWS SCEPTRE 4} 


Lov THE EXECUTION SITE. . aes ; UNLOCKED H/S PRIVATE HELL. Some) 


/ THAT WAS I PLAY MANY ROLES _ ‘ yy. YOU ARE 


{ WELL DONE, TO SERVE MY MASTER! FRIGHTENED 7 
MY Ape HE IS AT THE SOUTH HA, HA, HA! You 
you #? GATE OF THE #\ SCREAM VERY 

THovsHT. CEMETERY AT WELL INDEED! 
THIS MOMENT! 


<< 


“iy 


‘LET US STOP 


r AM THESE TIRESOME 
YOUR SERVANT FORMALITIES! WE 
AS EVER, MUST GO To MY 

BAALZAAR! COURT AT ONCE: ip 


ONCE AGAIN, DRUMMOND FACED THE HORRORS a rTAMG 7 - 
YES, L AM DIGPLEASED/ LOOK 
OF BAALZAAR'S COURT... amma — AT THIS LAST KNAVISH CREW You \ 
A SENT ME-- THEY DO NOT EVEN 
SCREAM / THERE IS NO PLEASURE |{if 
FOR ME IF THEY DON'T FEEL , 
GUILT/ BAAAH, T'VE A 
GooD MING To-- 


to = 
OSS 


SUDDENLY ORUMMONO WAS REMINDED ae 
OF HIS HELLISH BARGAIN. 


THIS IS ONLYA 
SMALL FRACTION }\, 
OF THE TORTURES (} Wy, 
YOU WILL 
FEEL IF You 
FORGET, 
HA, HA, HA! 


OBLIVION FOLLOWED, BAH, IS THAT 
BUT WHEN ORUMMONP)| ALL YOU HAVE 
AWOKE... = ON THE DOCKET? 
& DRUNKS, THIEVES \ THROATS 
THERE IS NO | ANO PICKPOCKETS!] OR HIGH- 
ESCAPE FROM }]-@ | WHERE ARE THE 
THE FIEND/ I £ | CUTTHROATS 
MUST FINO. ANO HIGH= 
VICTIMS FOR, WAYMEN 
HIM AT ONCE! ¥ a 


G_— 


| AGAIN AND AGAIN DRUMMOND'S ) 


z QEADLY CANE FELL ON THE HELPLESS) 
; \ VICTIMS... SEA 
wy tama No ONI iN. \e 
DRUNKS ANO VAGABONDS! H og HEAR You! I 


WHAT WOULD BE EASIER uy MUST Kil YOu, 
THAN TO MURDER AND rMUSsT! 
PLACE THE BLAME ON 
ONE OF THEM 7 THAT 
PASSING CARRIAGE-- 
THIS IS MY CHANCE/ 


NOW WHERE IS THAT DRUNK. 
SAW LYING ON THE BENCH 7 
MUST FIND SOMEONE TO 

SEND To THE GALLOWS 

FOR THIS CRIME! THOSE 
WHISTLES...! WHAT DO 
THEY MEAN 7 


Ee 


ANO DISAPPEAR INTO THE FOG... 


JEFORE DRUMMOND COULD TURN LATER AT POLICE HEADQUARTERS.,, 


/ LOOK AT HIM, GUILTY )% 

AS SIN, WITH BLOOD 
ALL OVER HIS 
CLOTHES.../ 


I-E TELL You, 
I'M INNOCENT/E 
WAS ATTACKED 

BY THE SAME 
MAN, TOO! 


YOUR JOB, 
INSPECTOR! 


DESPITE ALL HIS ELOQUENT 
PLEADING, DRUMMOND WAS 
CONDEMNED... 


SIR JOHN, 
I SENTENCE 
you To BE 
HANGEO BY 
THE NECK 
UNTIL You 
ARE DEAD! 


The EXECUTION CAME A WEEK 
LATER! AS THE TRAP WAS 


SPRUNG... 


HE'S FALLING INTO 
THE TRAP! 


IN 116 COURT BEFORE... 


\ 
| BAALZAAR, WAS WILD WITH DELIGHT! 
| HE HAD NEVER HEARD SUCH SCREAMS 


HOW LONG 
SHALL. DRUMMOND 
REMAIN IN 

THE PIT? 


Bur AS THEY TURNED To 
RECOVER THE BODY FROM THE 


THE TRAP.. 
BY HEAVEN, 
IT'S EMPTY! 
AND LISTEN 


SUCH MONSTEROUS SCREAMS! 

THE FINEST EXAMPLE OF PURE 
AGONY... HOW LONG 7 HA, HA, HA! 

FOREVER / YES, FOREVER! 


@ The laboratory was a large, square 
room, with long windows on two sides. 
Against the walls were set lead-topped 
tables, littered with tubes, retorts, and 
various electrical devices. But it was 
towards the center of the room that 
George Dixon stared, wide-eyed. 

There, on a small table, under a bell- 
jar reposed a little heap of black dust. 
Nothing more. There was certainly 
nothing in the exhibit to astonish an or- 
dinary observer. 

Yet George Dixon was both aston- 
ished and terrified. For he knew that, 
only yesterday, there had been, under 
that jar, a pretty fair sized- block, com- 
posed of his “life force.” And now it 
was gone. Where? 

Things had to go somewhere, he told 
himself. The jar was sealed tightly to 
the glass plate beneath. Yet there re- 
mained only black dust—and George 
knew what that was, 

He laid his hand on the glass. Warm, 
but not hot. His eyes wandered around 
the room—then became fixed upon a 
grotesque object on the window ledge. 
It was—or, rather, had been— his 
geranium plant; but now the leaves 
were a dead black. As he watched, one 
of them dropped off, and crumbled to 
powder on the floor. 

George drew his hand across his 
eyes. Something was happening—some- 
thing he could not understand. He 
must try to think. But it was hard to 
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think. His mind didn’t seem to work 
right—kept wandering. He wished Julius 
were there. Julius would help him. 

He stared at the geranium plant. 
Even the stalk was black. It was crum- 
bling away—as his little block had 
crumbled, But that didn’t make it any 
easier. No, he couldn't think. If only 
Julius 

He remembered the things Julius had 
said when they had last talked together. 
Julius had come to visit him—an un- 
usual occurrence—saying that he was 
interested in a proposed experiment 
George had mentioned in a letter. 
George had explained cautiously his 
intentions to explore for life in sub- 
stances deposited on Earth from out- 
side. 

“What is life?” Julius had asked 
abruptly, George remembered laugh- 
ing. Julius had a way of asking un- 
answerable questions. George had mut- 
tered something about Assimilation. 

“Life is a disease,”"—Julius had a 
way of asking unanswerable questions 
—and then answering them. 

“Disease!” George had exclaimed. 
“Exactly. A disease or corruption 
which afflicts the stagnant matter which 
is Earth. This planet’s matter is very 
low in energy. It is cooling—disinte- 
grating. And you and I are the crawl- 
ing, writhing maggots of its decay.” 

“Horrible and preposterous!” 

“Horrible, perhaps—but not prepo- 


sterous. We say that life cannot exist 
upon the sun. Why? Because the sun 
is too hot for it. What does that mean? 
Merely that the sun has the protective 
energy to purge or sterilize itself of 
such a ‘life’ as we represent. Place a 
needle point in the flame—as the doctor 
uses daily; there you have the same 
sort of sterilization, on a small scale.” 

George had been slightly indignant. 
“You put a disagreeable interpretation 
on a few small facts. That may amuse 
you, Julius; but I fail to see how such 
speculations can have any practical 
value...” 

“They might serve as a warning to 
such as you.” 

“Warning?” 

“Yes. If I understand your motives 
correctly, you want to explore life in 
meteoric substances, Since they consist 
of matter in a very low state of energy, 
and because mere cold is not always 
fatal to life, even as we know it, I 
fully believe that you will find what you 
are looking for.” 

“That is gratifiying. It makes you 
practically unique among scientists!” 

Julius had not appeared amused. ut 
I am far from believing that you are 
wise in attempting it. When you find 
it—what then?” 

“What then?—I don’t understand 
you.” 

“Well—do you expect it to be iden- 
tical with some form of life we ex- 


perience on Eearh?” 

“Not necessarily.” 

“Probably?” 

“No. I should say that the probability 
points in the other direction. Life is 
a product of its environment, and it 
would be a remarkable coincidence if 
this supposed new life had developed 
under conditions identical with those 
on Earth. 

“It is my theory that some such ‘life’ 
may exist in meteoric substances, in a 
state of suspended animation—induced 
perhaps by lack of heat and most 
certainly by lack of food. To put it 
briefly, I intend to test for its presence 
and a variety of temperatures and a 
variety of foods .. .” 

George remembered that Julius had 
nodded absently. There had been a 
strange look in his heavy eyes as he 
asked quietly: “And are you not afraid?” 

George shuddered, now, as he lay 
back in his chair. He felt dizzy and 
sick, His body was numb, with that 
helpless, prickly numbness one some- 
times feels locally when his foot is 
“asleep.” Yes, he was afraid now— 
but, then he had merely said 
“Afraid?—afraid of what?” 

Julius drew a folded newspaper 
from his pocket and held it out, indi- 
cating with his finger a paragraph: — 


STRANGE THEFT 
IN MUSEUM 


An unidentified man visited the 
American Museum of Natural His- 
tory late yesterday afternoon, and 
departed with one small mete- 
orite, the property of that establish- 
ment. He was seen by a guard, 
rapidly leaving the building, after 
having stood for some time over 
a case containing a number of 
similar exhibits. Dr. Hardman, 
Curator, when questioned, could 
suggest no motive for such a theft. 

George looked up curiously from the 
paper. Julius was leaning back, negli- 
gently tcssing from one hand to the 
other a small black stone. “Catch!” 
he said. 

Clumsily George caught it. “Why, 
you can't—I can't—It isn’t right!” he 
stammered. 

“That is my affair!” snapped Julius. 
“The moral stigma attached to you by 
the transaction—that of receiving stolen 


goods, I suppose—is very small and 
very theoretical . . .” 

“But—” 

“But, nothing! That little thing is 


going to be put to a real use, instead 
of being eternally gaped at by a suc- 
cession of idiots who don’t give a damn 
what it is or where it came from .. . 
Now I'm going.” 

“But wait a minute, Julius! What 
do you really think about this experi- 
ment? What is your honest opinion?” 

“I think it is a very promising line 


of enquiry and a very laudable task. 
Praiseworthy but uncertain. 

“What is this ‘life’ you hope to find? 
How will you perceive it? Have you 
stopped to’think that there may be life 
that we cannot observe through the 
senses developed on Earth—that does 
not obey the rules we have set up? 

“I suppose you will use Assimilation 
as a yardstick—a criterion by which 
to judge. You will look for something 
that increases itself at the expense of 
other things. A ticklish job, at the best; 
because that something may be intangi- 
ble, immeasurabe, and altogether strange 
to you. In other words, you are looking 
for a new disease—one that you will 
not understand when you find it . . . 
What will it attack? What will it feed 
on? . . . Who knows?” 

Julius had gone, then, An unsociable 
man, his visits were very rare and very 
short. 

George wished Julius were there now. 
He needed someone else to think for 
him. The Jittle block—the food—was 
gone. Was there something there—some- 
thing that increased itself at the expense 
of other things? Had he succeeded? Was 
there life? The food was gone. But 
there was the “something that increased 
itself?” 

Under the glass—it must be. Every- 
thing had been sealed tight .. . 

Pe ae 


In the pot on the window-ledge was 
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only a stalk. All the rest was black 
dust. He stared at it dully . . . Suddenly 
a glimpse of something on the arm of 
his chair made him start violently. It 
moved towards him—a dead gray thing, 
splotched with black, He stared at it 
unbelievingly . . . 

It was his hand! 

A horrible possibility flashed into his 
mind; and, with a sob, he blundered 
out of the room, desperately slamming 
the door. He needed help—he needed 
Julius. The telephone . . . 

Julius Humboldt was cursing softly 
as he grasped the receiver, but when 
he laid it down his expression was very 
serious. The confused babble on the 
wire would have been meaningless to 
anyone else, but it galvanized him into 
action. Hurriedly, he set about dressing, 
moving quickly about the tiny room. 

Five minutes later, a shabby figure, 
he tip-toed down a very shabby stair- 
case and emerged on Tenth Avenue. 
Turning east, he half walked, half ran 
along Forty-ninth Street towards Broad- 
way. 

At Broadway, he plunged down the 
steps into the subway and boarded a 
downtown train. Arriving at the Penn- 
sylvania Station, he learned that the 
next Port Washington train left at four. 
Muttering to himself he studied a time- 
table. Great Neck—four-forty . . . He 
paced up and down the platform . . . 

The gates clattered open and, absent- 
mindedly, he boarded the train. 

The Great Neck station was deserted, 
and he set out at a quick pace to cover 
the half mile to George Dixon's house. 
The sky was overcast, and no signs of 
dawn were yet visible. The damp air 
enveloped him like a black mist, de- 
pressing his spirits and seeming to in- 
crease the sense of heavy foreboding 
which he suffered. The large house, set 
back among trees, was an ominous jet 
shadow, as he approached it up a wind- 
ing path. Obsessed with a strange un- 
easiness, he walked on tiptoe, straining 
his eyes and ears. 

In another instant he was frozen into 
immobility by a laugh—a sudden, high- 
pitched, gurgling laugh, it rose and fell 
and ended in a sob. 

He gazed fixedly at the house. That 
was not George. Who—what—was 
there? Slowly he advanced, mounted 
the steps, and laid his hand on the 
doorknob. From inside the house there 
came a shrill cry, a crash—then silence. 

The door was unlocked. For a long 
time he stood very still, his head thrust 
forward, Then he slipped quietly into 
the black interior. 

“Pretty well cleaned out,” he mut- 
tered. “It’s gone, all right!” Again he 
glanced around. This time his eye was 
caught by the unusual appearance of 
the flower-pot on the window ledge. It 
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appeared to be filled with something 
black. He walked over and dug into the 
surface with his finger. Underneath was 
dry earth, It was just a thin layer of 
powder on top. He pursed his lips. 

A sound behind made him wheel 
around, and gaze into the hall-way. 
Slowly there took shape in the darkness 
there a crouching, mottled figure. It was 
a man—half naked—whose skin was a 
dead grey in color—splotched with 
black. It was staring at him with wide, 
fixed eyes; and creeping forward with 
a convulsive motion of the lower legs. 
All the hope went out of him, as he 
recognized George Dixon. He cursed. 

“George!—In God's name, what's 
the matter?” 

Julius Humboldt had taken three 
quick steps forward when the other 
leaped. He had a flashing glimpse of 
wide eyes, flaring nostrils, bared teeth— 
and ducked instinctively. The flying 
body struck him a glancing blow on the 
shoulder, and crashed full-length on 
the floor. He stared at it, horrified. 

“George.” 

The prostrate creature screamed, and 


beat the floor with its fists. Humboldt 
recoiled instinctively. 

“Mad!" he breathed through the 
white lips. He advanced gingerly; and, 
kneeling down, placed a hand gently 
on the other’s shoulder. There came a 
quick, sharp snarl; and he snatched his 
hand violently from between the other’s 
closing teeth. 

Again he leaped back, and stood 
rigidly still. Hurried thoughts raced 
through his brain. He would have to 
do something for George—and do it 
quick. A doctor . . .? 

He frowned irritably. What would a 
doctor do? He didn’t want some fool 
messing around and making things 
worse, What would a doctor treat for? 
What was wrong with George?—that 
was the question, 

George had babbled something about 
a geranium. Now, what . . » Suddenly 
he remembered the flower pot, and his 
eyes widened. At last the thing became 
clear to him. He felt that he could 
visualize graphically what had hap- 
pened—what was happening. Rays 


shooting out—radiating—in all direc- 


tions from the jar; passing through the 
plant on the window ledge—and con- 
suming it; passing through George . . . 

He shuddered. The brain, the nerves 
—the most delicate organs—would go 
first, naturally. He must do something 
—get a doctor; a sedative might help. 
He left the room, and locked the door 
behind him. Making for the telephone 
stand, he tripped over something. It 
was the telephone. 

He picked up the telephone; then he 
shrugged and set it down . , . Couldn't 
call a doctor. Couldn't call anybody. 
Nobody would understand. They would 
take George to a hospital where he 
would spread disaster at a terrific rate. 
Warnings would be no use; people 
never paid any attention to warnings 
they could not understand, They would 
laugh at him; he could hear them . . 

What to do with George? Would 
have to keep him quiet. Frowning heavi- 
ly, he descended the stairs. The racket 
in the laboratory was steadily increas- 
ing in volume. To the pounding was 
now added shrill, angry cries. 

He unlocked the door. As he turned 
the knob, the door burst open, 
knocking him violently backwards. Be- 
fore he could regain his balance the 
other was upon him. As he was borne 
to the floor, all other emotions were 
dominated by his amazement at the 
homicidal tendencies of this man who, a 
week ago, had been as mild-mannered 
and studious as one could wish. 

He fought vainly against the power- 
ful, frenzied grip on his throat. Blood 
pounded in his ears; his temples 
throbbed. With his one free hand he 
reached along the floor for something 
that he knew was there. He found it,— 
the telephone—and, swinging it up, re- 
lentlessly clubbed the head of his as- 
sailant. The grip on his throat relaxed, 
and the body of George Dixon rolled 
over limply on the floor. Getting to his 
feet he raised it in his arms; and slowly 
mounted the stairs. He laid it on the 
bed and bent over it. Out for three or 
four hours, he decided with relief. He 
needed at least that. 

He searched methodicaly through the 
clothes in the closet, but found only a 
little over six dollars. A further search 
of the bureau netted only the check- 
book of a‘local bank. He stared at this 
latter find long and thoroughly; then 
shook his head. No, he would try search- 
ing the rest of the house first. An hour's 
search, however, brought no results; 
and at seven o'clock he was seated at 
a desk with the check-book and one 
of George’s letters before him. 

Promptly at nine he was at the local 
bank. The young teller looked thought- 
fully at the check he presented. 

“Are you staying with Mr. Dixon, 
Mr.—Mr. . . .?” 


“Humboldt. Yes, I am.” 

“Well—it’'s a rather large—" 

“If it is identification you want, I 
have a letter from Mr. Dixon to my- 
self,” said Humboldt brusquely. 

An hour later—richer by a few grams 
of morphine and a syringe; poorer by 
a considerable sum of money—he was 
studying a classified telephone directory. 
Finding what he wanted, he called a 
number, and gave an order. There ap- 
peared to be some difficulty at the 
other end; and he spoke irritably. 

“Yes—lead. Can you hear me? .. . 
Good!—Do you have one, or not? 

. Good! I want immediate deliv- 
ery... What? . . . I don’t care what it 
costs . Yes—this afternoon 
Good! . . . Get a truck, I will pay all 
delivery charges . . .” 

He gave the address, and hung up. 
The journey back to Great Neck he 
spent in deep thought. How to study 
the Rays? How to make them tangible 
—measurable?—An electroscope? Pho- 
tographic plates? 

He groaned in despair, All that was 
so arduous—so complicated; and he 


had need for speed. The Rays were 
spreading rapidly, he was certain; eating 
into the timbers of the house, into the 
grounds, perhaps .. . 

To his immense relief the house was 
quiet when he let himself in at the 
front door. He mounted the stairs on 
tip-toe, and cautionusly unlocked the 
bedroom door. Caution left him, then; 
and for a moment he was overcome by 
nausea. Forcing himself, he approached, 
wide-eyed, the black lump on the bed. 
The head was bald, and the one ear 
that he could see was no more than a 
stump. The nose was a black wound 
in the ghastly face. The eyes were gone. 

Fighting his disgust, he reached out 
a hand. The body felt like warm mud. 
He shuddered, and drew back. No need 
for the hypo now—but he was glad 
he had got the other thing . . - 

His eye was canght by three ugly 
indentations in the skull. His work . 

Horror surged up within him, and 
he dashed headlong from the room and 
down the stairs. He sank weakly into 
a chair in the living room. He was 
trembling; felt very tired—incapable of 
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thought. He knew he had better get out 
of the house. Death was there, He imag- 
ined the Rays driving through the air 
about him. He felt that he could almost 
see them. They would be coming from 
many sources now—shooting in all di- 
rections . . . 

His head fell back upon the cushion 
of the chair. He knew he must get up, 
but he needed a little rest. His strength 
was exhausted . . . Suddenly his eyes 
became intent. He had been gazing at 
the ceiling, but had not until now 
noticed the dark, irregular stain in its 
center. 

He wondered about it. It alarmed 
him, somehow . . . 

What would cause such a stain? What 
was above this room? Feebly he con- 
centrated on the problem. The stair . . . 
the hall—to the right was—yes, 
George's bedroom! The thing was lying 
there—yes, in the center right above 
the stain . 

He shivered. He would have to get 

The stain had a peculiar shape. He 
relaxed . , , 

The siain had a peculiar shape, He 
decided that it had legs—a head—and 
one arm. He watched it steadily. It 
seemed to move a little . . . 

Yes, it was’ moving! In sudden alarm, 
be struggled to rise; but could not, The 
One arm of the shape was stretching out 
towards him. He knew how it would 
feel—like warm mud . , . His terror was 
a physical pain, but he could not move. 

Suddenly it was all around him—the 
warm mud, He was sinking in it, and 
could not breathe. Death was near, but 
help was coming. He could hear it—a 
small bell, very faint. Then a booming 
sound. He renewed his struggles—and 
suddenly was free... 

Julius Humboldt opened his eyes, and 
leaped to his feet. He had been 
asleep. Now there was somebody at the 
front door—ringing, knocking. He 
would have to go, but it was a damned 
nuisance! He stepped into the hall. Cer- 
tainly didn't want visitors. But maybe 
it was... 

He started slightly as he swung open 
the door, and saw the policeman. He 
remained silent, collecting his wits... 

“Mr. Dixon home?” rumbled the of- 
ficer. 

Julius Humboldt put out his hand, 
and grasped the door-post. He stood 
perfectly still, frowning. Then: “No, He 
is not at home,” he said. 

“No?”—the officer's tone was pe- 
culiar—"“Well, maybe you know some- 
thing about-this—Is your name Hum- 
boldt?” 

“Yes,"—Humboldt stared fixedly at 
the slip of paper. The officer shook it 
impatiently . . . 
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“Where'd you get this check?” he 
asked loudly. 

“From Mr. Dixon.” 

“Yes?—Well, I wanna hear Dixon 
say that . . .” He took a step forward. 
Humboldt did not move. 

“Mr. Dixon is not at home,” he 
repeated, 

The officer. growled. “Oh !—so you're 
gonna get hard, huh? You better be 
nice—get me? This here check is a 
phoney; an’ I got a good mind to take 
you along to the station now!" He 
eyed the other's shabby clothes with 
extreme disfavor. 

“You know that you can do nothing 
of the sort,” pointed out Humboldt 
calmly, “until you have found Mr. 
Dixon.” 

“Well, I'm gonna find ‘im soon 
enough. An’ now I'm gonna search this 
house.” He made another forward move- 
ment. Still Humboldt did not move. 

“You have a warrant?”—his voice 
was cold. 

Again the policeman stopped and 
glowered. “Hard guy, ain't yu?— 
Well—” 

He was interrupted by the sound of 
a heavy truck rumbling up the drive. 
He turned. “What do these guys want?” 

Humboldt’s lips tightened. “That is 
none of your affair!” 

“No?—We'll see about that . . . Hey! 
What do you guys want?” He addressed 
the driver, who had by now climbed 
down from his seat. 

The driver looked alarmed—then in- 
dignant. “Why, we got the coffin. . . 
We was to deliver it here—a lead 
coffin, An’ damned heavy it—” 

“Oh, a coffin” the officer cut in. He 
swung around upon Humboldt. “Is that 
all? . , . Say there's something damned 
funny about this house . . .” He looked 
up and down, apparently including the 
entire house in his broad sneer. “We 
got a lot of complaints about noises 
in this house last night—screams like 
. .. An’ now a coffin!” 

Suddenly he swung around, and bel- 
lowed at the gaping truck driver. “Take 
that thing down to the station-house, 
an’ leave it there. We don't have no 
funerals around here without the un- 
dertaker! And as for you—” he turned 
to Humboldt—“I'm comin’ back—get 
me? ... With a warrant—" 

Suddenly he stopped, and gaped at 
the other. “What the hell have you got 
on your face?” 

A chill shot through Humboldt. He 
stiffened. Then; “That, also, is none 
of your affair,” he said softly. 

The officer favored him with a look 
of concentrated venom, “All right, Wise 
“Guy—you wait!"—he stamped down 
the steps and Humboldt closed the door. 


He walked very slowly, and with 
clenched fists, to a mirror. One glance 
was enough to tell him what he wanted 
to know, but he stared for a long time 
with a kind of fascination at his terrible 
face. Then he turned, and walked out 
of the house. He noted without surprise 
—scarcely with interest—that the grass, 
up against the front of the porch, was 
black, burnt-looking. He looked up at 
the window of George's bedroom. 

A maple tree grew near the house, 
and a large branch forked towards that 


window. The leaves were not green. 
They, too, were black and burnt-looking. 
Humboldt laughed harshly, 

Study the Rays! Much chance he 
would have! You couldn’t study a thing 
that crumbled your body—stole your. 
reason . . . Even his one little gesture 
had been thwarted, he thought bitterly. 
He had hoped to protect the world from 
George with a lead shield. And they had 
taken that... 

He would be the second to go—but 
not the last. Perhaps the policeman 


would be the third. He would. warn 
him... 

Warn him! Again he laughed. He 
would say, “Don’t go into that house— 
warrant or no warrant. In there is in- 
visible Death. I don't know what it is. 
It comes from out of the skies.” 

And the policeman would say, “Get- 
tin’ funny, huh?” 

But even if the policeman were con- 
vinced, and didn't go in, the Rays would 
spread—through the grass, through the 
trees, through the ground. How much air 
could they traverse? 

What were they? He called them 
“Rays.” He had made a word picture 
for them. But it was a word picture— 
nothing more, This he knew: that they 
were something that fed on Earthly sub- 
stances—mainly living things, it seemed. 
How could you stop a thing like 
that. . .? 

He stiffened suddenly; his jaw set; 
and he strode swiftly to the road, and 
down the hill towards the town. He 
would try once more. He might beat the 
policeman to it. He smiled grimly. Thief, 
forger, buyer of drugs, possibly mur- 
derer—he would try to beat the Law 
once again. He would commit one more 
crime—perhaps two... . 

Ten minutes brought him to a filling 
station. “Do you have any five-gal- 
‘lon tins?” he inquired of the attend- 
ant. 

“Yes, sir!” 

“Well, my car is out of gas—up in 
Mr. Dixon’s garage. I want you to fill 
two tins, and drive me up there.” 

“Well, I can give you a gallon; and 
then you can stop by here, and—” 

“Do what I say!” snapped Humboldt, 
“and don’t stand too near me.” 

The other merely gaped at him. 

“Get it!"—Humboldt threw a roll of 
bills at the attendant. The latter suc- 
ceeded in mastering his astonishment. 

“Yes, sir!” he cried. He filled the 
cans, and placed them in a rickety car. 
Humboldt got into the back seat. 

“Go up the driveway, and set them 
over at the front,” he directed. The 
other pulled up before the front steps. 

“Don't you want them in the ga- 
rage?” he objected. 

“Do as I say,” said Humboldt again. 
The man deposited the cans on the 
steps, and prepared to go. 

“Had a fire?” he inquired chattily, 
looking around at the grass. 

Humboldt did not answer. He lifted 
one of the cans, and lugged it into the 
house. He heard the car rattle away. 

From the kitchen, at the back of the 
house, he secured’a dipper; and began 
methodically to scatter the liquid in all 
the rooms—on the floors, walls, ceilings, 
and furniture. He hurried, running 


from one room to another. His 
felt numb; he was a little dizzy; 
then there was the policeman . . . 

He went upstairs. In one of the 
rooms he found a closet, which had 
a tiny window looking out upon a 
grove of trees at the back of the house. 

“Private in back,” he muttered, with 
an approving smile. Then he tried the 
key in the lock, and put it on the inside. 
He went on with this work. Upon the 
thing that had been George Dixon he 
poured a gallon of the fluid, Then he 
went downstairs and out of the house. 

There was no one in sight. The 
grounds were fairly spacious, the near- 
est house being over three hundred 
yards away. Slowly he walked around 
the house, emptying his second tin on 
the walls and porches— on the grass. 
Lastly, he laid a little tin train of it 
out across the back yard . . . It was 
getting dark. 

He lighted a cigarette; and, stooping 
dropped the match on the last little 
splotch of gasoline. A tiny flame shot 
up, and ran towards the house. 

He walked slowly around to the 
fropt; end went in, locking the door 
behind him. He sat down on the stair- 
case; and, reaching into his pocket, 
drew out the little bottle of morphine 
and the syringe. Might as well make 
use of it, after all, he thought with some 
satisfaction. 

The sight of his hands sickened him: 
ugly, black—looked as if they might 
fall apart . . . He charged the syringe 
from the bottle. 

Perhaps he was saving other people 
from having hands like this. Deprived 
of food, this “life’ or whatever it was 
from another star, might die a natural 
death. Then again it might not. But the 
chances were that he was doing a whole 
lot of people a lot of good . . . 

He dug the needle into his leg, and 
laughed. Anyway, he had nothing to 
lose! A fine hero! .. . Julius Hum- 
boldt had always found it hard to be 
sentimental . . . He got to his feet, and 
slowly climbed the stairs. It was dif- 
ficult to move. He went into the closet, 
and lifted the tiny window. A roar and 
a wave of hot air greeted him. He drew 
back with a smile, and locked the closet 
door. 

A tongue of flame shot up past the 
window, licking at the sill. He gazed 
at it admiringly. Wonderful stuff—fire! 

Clean... pure... vital! 
Highest state of matter. 

The heat was choking him now. The 
roaring and the heat were now tre- 
mendous , . . He laughed. 

Robbery . . . forgery . . . 
arson . . . and now, one more! 

He tossed the key into the flame. @ 
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legs 
and 


murder 


THE CUSTOMER IS ALWAYS RIGHT... ANY CLERK WILL TELL YOU THAT, BUT YoU MUST REMEMBER... 


nae 


24 _ ——— 
G0 AHEADIOPEN IT! THis IS URE THIS IS THE ! 
HE PLACE, ISN'T IT ? ae SIGN. SAT YOUR BenviCE” 
-JUST LIKE THEY TOLO You | 
a ba 


WELL? WHAT. ARE YOU WAITING 
FOR? GO ON! NOT BACKING OUT 
NOW ARE YOU? YOU CAME A LONG 
WAY, NOW... GO ON IN / 


ENTER, MONSIEUR! YoU gf TRUE, B 
HAVE BEEN LOOKING D. | FPaNY PING Sa 
FOR ME, EH ? SERVE You? 


L WANT YOU TO 
MUADER My 


um 


BUT IT HAS To BE! 

SHE PLANS TO RUN AWAY 
WITH A YOUNGER MAN 
NEXT FRIDAY! 


CALL IT WHAT YOU \ BUT WHAT IS YOUR 
WILL... BUT IT. | | HURRY? SERVICES 
MUST BE SOON! LIKE THIS CANNOT 


~sce I BE RUSHED / 


MURDER IS SUCH A 
HORRIBLE WORD. 
MONSIER,,. LET'S 
SAY...00 AWAY 


yw ~ y $1 1 
| TELL ME ABouT HER! Y WELL, SHE'S TALL, BLONDE, 
THERE MUST BE NO __) STRIKING TO LOOK AT ANO 
| MISTAKES AS TO SHE HAS A TINY SCAR ON 
HER IDENTITY! IN HER LEFT CHEEK? 
MY BUSINESS, ONE 
|CANNOT AFFORD 
TO MAKE A 
MISTAKE / 


HMM.THAT'S ABOUT} NO NAMES, 
ALL, I GUESS...OH, / MONSIEUR! ONE 


YES... HER NAME _/ CANNOT BE TOO 
oo - CAREFUL IN MY 
7 OCCUPATION / 


IAs 


BE SIMPLE TO ARRANGE! A 

LITTLE PRICK OF THE NEEDLE / KNOW ANYTHING 
ON A FEW PIECES AND. ABouT IT! 
THEN... IT'S ALL OVER / 


AT ALL! SOMETHING OF IT, SHE HAS A GREAT 
HAT MIGHT HELP ~~ FONDNESS FOR LICORICE. 

ME PERFORM THIS, AS A MATTER OF FACT, 

| ER.., SERVICE / WE BOTH DO...BUT THAT 


\ MIGHT HELP You! q 


ZAI NG YYes-- To TIGORICE, EH? THEN IT SHOULD \ DON'T DESCRIBE IT! 
iy HABIT? ANYTHING COME TO THINK ie OER 
4 


SORRY, MONSIER ,IDID Y YES, YOUR FEE! T WILL ] | I WOULD LIKE TOHELP you, y WHAT LUCK! BUT YOU 
NOT KNOW You WERE so ) DOUBLE IT IF You | | SIR, BUT YOU KNOW THE WILL DO IT BEFORE 
} | CUSTOMER IS ALWAYS FRIDAY, WON'T YOU? 
RIGHT--- AND I HAVE 
ANOTHER SERVICE TO 
PERFORM BEFORE 


CERTAINLY! (T SEEMS LIKE 


GOOD! WELL, THEN, 
A FAIRLY SIMPLE JOB / HERE'S YOUR 
THERE SHOLILON'T BE MONEY / 
ANY COMPLICATIONS / 


HAVE A NICE TRIP, SIR... 
AND DON'T WORRY 
ABOUT A THING-- 
I'LL TAKE CARE 
OF EVERYTHING 
| By FRIDAY! 


ALL RIGHT, THEN! BUT T 

WISH YOU COULD DO 

THIS SERVICE FIRST! 

OH,WELL, I GUESS YOU 

KNOW YOUR BUSINESS 
BEST! 


THIS WILL BE SIMPLER THAN I 
IMAGINED... ELDERLY MAN.., SLIGHT. 
SCAR ON FORHEAD..,.WEAKS SPATS... 

LIKES LICORICE... WIFE 
(AY WITH 


[ THANK YOU , SIR .-- THANK 
| YOU! NOW, REMEMBER... 
| DON'T EVER CONTACT ME I'M 
| AGAIN...UNLESS OF 
COURSE YOU SHOULD 
EVER_FIND NEED OF / 
MY SERVICES! 5 


GOING. 
\ ABROAD VERY 
\ SHORTLY! 


a\ 


THE IMPATIENCE OF SOME PEOPLE. 
EH, DIABLO? COME,,..LET US 
PREPARE FOR THE OTHER 
ASSIGNMENT ! 


(EAE a eT 
fay Pa 

ONLY-- FIRST COME Pesr 

SERVED ! HEH...HEH...HEH ! 


TERROR Unlniled 


A WEEK AFTER CHRISTMAS ANP GEORGE HAYWORTH 
(8 STILL PLAYING WITH THE TOY TRAIN HE HAS, 
GIVEN HIS SONS, GEORGE JR., AND TOB: 
ALL OF A SUDDEN--THERE THEY 
WERE / THE LITTLE MONSTERS FROM PLEASE, DAD, Y IN A MINUTE, 
NOWHERE ! DEVILS IN MINIATURE, CAN WE PLAY / BOYS! I WANT 
WITH CLOVEN HOOVES AND HORNS, WITH THE TO FIX THIS CAR! 
PRETENDING TO BE FRIENDS AND TRAIN NOW? | THE COUPLING 
HELPERS, WHEN ALL THE TIME THEY IS BROKEN ! 
WERE SCHEMING TO ENSLAVE THE YOU BEEN 
HUMAN (RACE ! THEY WERE THE PLAYING WITH 
EV14 LITTLE TYRANTS... ITALL DAY DADDY! 


GEORGE! 
YOu 

AMUSE 

ME ! 


YOU HAVE TAKEN 
THAT TRAIN COMPLETELY 
AWAY FROM THE BOYS, 

YOU KNOW! POOR gag 
DARLINGS, THEY'VE 
HARDLY GOTTEN 
b. TO TOUCH IT! 


NOW, AMY, IT'S 
NOT THAT BAD! 
BUT I GUESS I 
HAVE BEEN A 

LITTLE SELFISH ! 
I LOVE TRAINS, 

AND I NEVER HAD 
ANYTHING LIKE 
THIS WHEN I 
WAS A BOY! 


TWAT NIGHT, FOR SOME REASON HE DOESN'T UNDER-| BUT AS HE GOES DOWN THE STAIRS... 


STAND, GEORGE CANNOT SLEEP! AFTER TOSSING 


FUTILELY FOR HOURS... 


I JUST CAN'T SEEM 
70 GET 70 SLEEP! NOTHING HELPS! I'VE 
COUNTED TEN MILLION SHEEP IN THE LAST, 
HOUR! MAYBE /F I GO DOWN AND PLAY, 
WITH THE BOY'S yrs 


A 


TRAIN ILL 


La A 


iy 


HOW--IM SURE I TURNED IT 
OFF! I REMEMBER BECAUSE 
AMY MADE ME QUIT RUNNING 
/T AND GO TO BED! 

MAYBE ONE OF THE 


Wy 
je) 


Bur AS THE PUZZLED MAN STARES AT THE RUNNING 


TRAIN, HE FEELS A COLONESS ALONG HIS SPINE! 
HE SENSES THAT HE 15 NOT ALONE! SOMETHING (5 | 


/N THAT ROOM WITH HIM... 


F-FUNNY ! I OON'T SEE ANYTHING, 
BUT SOMETHING SEEMS TO BE 
WATCHING ME! I FEEL 

EYES ON MY BACK! 


YG: 


OWE OF THE L/TTLE MONSTERS POINTS A TINY 
GUN AT THE MAN'S FOOT AND PULLS THE 


THERE! NOW YOU WON'T 
GIVE US ANY TROUBLE, 
HUMAN! THIS WILL MAKE 


PAIN--LIKE A \ YOU GO TO SLEEP! 


NEEDLE STICK- 


GET HIM! GET 
THE HUMAN! 


LET ME 
SHOOT 

HIM WITH 
My SLEEP #f 


’ “ZZ 
GEORGE WANTEO 70 SLEEP BUT NOT THIS WAY/AS THE 
SLEEP GUN IS FIRED, HE EOES CRASHING DOWN INTO p 
BLACK NOTHINGNESS. 

YES! ALL HUMANS ARE i) 
HELPLESS AGAINST US! 


THIS IS ONLY A START! SOON Ay 
WE'LL HAVE THEM ALL 


7, 
V7 

UNDER CONTROL | ZZ, 
(vs 


ZL hey 


HIS SIZE WE 
HANDLED HIM 
EASILY! THE 


SOW THE MAN REGAINS 
CONSCIOUSNESS BUT 15 
WNABLE TO SPEAK OR 
MOVE... 
YOU, HUMAN! 

LISTEN WELL! WE ARE 4 WE MUST WATCH ( 
WUDGIES ! WE HAVE HIM CAREFULLY! 
BEEN SENT TO TAKE YOUR : 
AFFAIRS OUT OF YOUR wt 
HANDS! YOU HUMANS 
HAVE PROVEN THAT YOU 
CANNOT BE TRUSTED ! 

FROM NOW 

ON WE 

TAKE 4 
CHARGE ! 


GEORGE HAYWORTH IS PICKED UP 
AN® CARRIED TO A CHAIR. 
HE WILL BE ABLE 


HE Is 
TO MOVE SOON NOW! 


HELPLESS! 
HE IS IN 


Sm DAZE, HE WATCHES AS THE WUDGIES 


B\ SEEM TO BE GENTLE 
i] ENOUGH NOW / NOT 
[al S°SONG 70 HURT MES, 


HURRY, YOU! BRING 
HIS PIPE, SLIPPERS! 
A DRINK! WE MUST 

Beyen MAKE HIM 

Pepe, COMFORT- 

‘a ABLE! 


VS ana fates 


WHEN THE MAN AWAKENS THE NEXT MORNING, AFTER A 
SOUND SLEEP HE /S CONVINCED THAT THE WHOLE 


THE KING OF THE WUDGIES 
EXPLAINS MATTERS TO THE 


TRY TO UNDERSTAND, WE 
iH ARE NOT ENEMIES! WE'RE 
PANN HERE TO SERVE YOU, TO MAKE 


LIFE EASIER FOR YOU! 
ALL YOU HAVE To 00 


THING WAS A DREAM... 


WHEW--SOME DREAM 
I HAD! MGHTMARE, 
RATHER / 50 VIVIB, 700.! THOSE J, 
HORRIBLE LITTLE CREATURES J 
HAD TAKEN OVER THE HOUSE! 
WUDGIES, THEY CALLED 


——— 


SUDDENLY (7 1S NO DREAM! THE KIDS COME ROMPING |§O GEORGE AND AMY CONSENT TO LET THE WUDGIES 
WN WITH THE WUDGIES, AND OBVIOUSLY THEY LOVE THE | STAY FOR A TIME! AMY DOESNT LIKE (7, 8UT WHAT 


LITTLE CREATURES! AND THE WUDGIES ARE BRING - 
ING BREAKFAST FOR GEORGE HAYWORTH... 


{ LOOK, DADDY, AREN'T 
Y CUTE! WE i waa EVER AND KEEP 
LOVE (@ HOUSE FOR YOU 
THEM! ye U A AND MOTHER ! 


GOING TO STAY FOR- 


COME ON, LET'S 
PLAY SOME MORE! 


CAN THEY 002 WHAT COULD ANYONE 002... 


I DON'T LIKE THEM, 
GEORGE! HORRIBLE 
LITTLE CREATURES! 


HARM CAN THEY 00 AND 
THE KIDS LOVE THEM 
BESIDES - 
THEY'LL 
KEEP THE 
me) CHILOREN, OUT 
OF MISCHIEF! 


Aino .arer THAT DAY, He wooe1es Prove THAT THEY |LATER...] LOOK AT THIS, ¥ YOU'RE A FOOL, GEORGE! ]| 
CAN BE VERY VALUABLE FRIENDS INDEED, OR 50 /T AMY! REAL _/ YOU KNOW YOU CAN'T 
SEEMS TO GEORGE, WHO 1S NOW COMPLETELY ge MONEY! I DON'T | SPEND THAT MONEY: You'D 
TAKEN IN BY THEM... ‘ KNOW HOW THEY DO BE BREAKING THE LAW! 
M-MONEY ! ALL THAT IT, BUT HERE IT Is! AND I HATE THOSE LITTLE 
HERE YOU ARE, HUMAN! \ FOR ME! AND YOU WE WERE ALL WRONG ) MONSTERS -~-- THEY'RE 
WHAT YOU CALL MONEY! | MEAN YOU CAN ABOUT THOSE LITTLE { SPOILING THE CHILDREN 
TAKE IT! WE CAN MAKE / REALLY CHARACTERS ! -\. TO DEATH! 
MORE ANYTIME WE MAKE A 
WANT TO! AS WUDGIES . IT! Sir =tl = ZB 
WE HAVE NO USE Y 8 


by, FOR MONEY ! ‘YZ = "ee 
oar gema aay, 
Ae SIGN: 
sl al we: 7 ee | 


LATER THAT SAME DAY, GEORGE GETS HIS FIRST WE'LL DO EVERYTHING FOR YOU \ BUT, I (SPUTTER) 

RUDE AWAKENING... HUMANS ! SERVE YOU, SEE THAT | NEVER HEARD OF 
NO BOOKS ALLOWED! } YOU'RE HAPPY! YOU DON'T HAVE | SUCH A THING! 

HMM, GUESS I'LL JUST “READING BOOKS IS TO WORRY ABOUT A THING FOR 

RELAX WITH A BOOK FOR \ BAD FOR PEOPLE! {| THE REST OF YOUR LIVES! 

AWHILE BEFORE DINNER! ] WE'LL ENTERTAIN READING BOOKS WILL ONLY 

HUH! THE <4 YOU IF YOUNEED IT! A GIVE YOU IDEAS, MAKE 

BOOKS ARE ; 

ALL i= $ A Jj 


SEF 


AN0 SOON AMY GETS HER SHARE, TOO.» Aine YET LATER AS GEORGE HAYWORTH TRIES TO 
Wi LEAVE THE HOUSE... s 
NO USE! IT DOESN'T WORK! B-BUT MY [/ GAAA--THE K-KNOB! © 
WE PUT IT OUT OF COMMISSION! ] FAVORITE GEORGE, DARLING! | IT GAVE ME AN ELECTRIC 
ANYWAY YOU WOULDN'T BE PROGRAM! WHAT IS ITZ ARE_| SHOCK! IT'S WIRED! 


INTERESTED IN WHAT'S GOING I NEVER YOU HURT BADLY? ) THOSE LITTLE DEVILS 
ON IN THE OUTSIDE WORLD! miss IT! 


WE'LL TELL YOU ANYTHING 
YOU NEED TO KNOW! 


SNE, WAM a 


i 


AWe HOLD A HURRIED COUNCIL OF 
WAR THAT MIGHT... 

YOU WERE 
RIGHT ALL ALONG, AMY! THEY 
ARE LITTLE MONSTERS--LITTLE 
TYRANTS ! I WAS A FOOL TO LET 
THEM TAKE ME IN! BUT NOW IM 
GOING TO DO SOMETHING ABOUT. 


THE GARDEN ! I--Z'Li 
WOULD KILL THE 
WUDGIES ! 


BUT WHAT, 
GEORGES 


Bur THEY DO NOT NOTICE THAT ONE OF THE BOYS /S5 
LISTENING IN HORROR TO THEIR PLANS... 


OW! MOTHER J THERE! THE SPRAY IS FULL! 
AND FATHER) NOW YOU GO AND KILL 
ARE BAD! { EVERY ONE OF THOSE 

THEY RE HORRIBLE CREATURES, 
GOING 7O GEORGE 

HURT THE HAywoRTH ! JI 

WUDGIES/ 


YOU WERE 
GOING TO KIL! 
THE WUQGIES, 


Boys 2 WHY ALL 
THE TEARS 2 


YOU HATE fy) THEY RAN AWAY 


BEFORE YOU COULD 
HURT THEM ! 


(SOB) MADE } BUT WE DIDN'T 
THE WUDGIES LET yOu! WE 
GO AWAY! WARNED THEM AND 


SO THEY FACE THE FACTS AT LAST f I JUST THOUGHT OF SOMETHING! ) $0 THEY SWEAK DOWN INTO THE KITCHEN 


REMEMBER THAT CYANIDE YOU /AWD GET THE CYANIDE AND A SPRAY GUN. 
BOUGHT TO KILL THE BUGS IN 


YOU'RE RIGHT: 
I'LL EXTERMINATE THE | MORE 


L BET IT NOW WE'LL SEE WHO'S BOSS AROUND: 


HERE ! ONE GOOD SPRAY OF THIS 
STUFF AND THERE WILL BE NO 


HURRY, GEORGE! EVERY 
MINUTE THOSE LITTLE 
MONSTERS ARE 
ALIVE IS SHEER 


TORTURE TO ME! /¢ 


U7 WHEN THEY LOOK FOR THE WUDGIES 


NOT ASIGN OF THEM ANYWHERE! 
THAT'S FUNNY! THEY WERE ALL 
OVER THE PLACE JUST A WHILE 
AGO! NOW WHERE IN THE 
DICKENS COULD THEY HAVE 
GOTTEN To 2 


GEORGE! THE 
CHILDREN! 
THERE'S NO 
SIGN OF THEM 
EITHER ! UNLESS 
THEY'VE GONE TO 
BED WITHOUT 
BEING TOLD... 


| 
| 


BOO-HOO! NOW 

THE WUDGIES WILL ) ME,TOO! YOU SHOULDN'T 
NEVER COME BACK ] HAVE TREATED THE 
AND PLAY WITH WUPGIES THAT WAY! 

US AGAIN | OH, I J THEY N-NEVER DID 


HATE YOU! I-- 10 YOU) fee 


L 


(S0B) HATE To You! 
YOU BOTH ! 


i 
A 


CONTINUED ON 


a 


BACK COvER 


IN 
AUTHENTIC 


GLOW in the 
DARK EYES 


Imagine your friends 
shock when they see the 
“MONSTER” reaching out 
—sinister as the wildest 
nightmare. Bigger than 
jife—Frankenstein—the 
man-made monster that 
terrorized the world. 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
glow eerily in the dark 
for a special thrilling 
Chill. So lifelike in au- 
thentic colors, that you'll 
probably find yourself 
talking to him. Won't 
you be surprised if he 
answers! 

There is also his perfect 
companion—BONEY the 
SKELETON—stark and 
scary—just a wonderful 
pair to set your hair on 
end. 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Just send $1.00 plus 35¢ 
to cover postage ana 
handling for each mon- 
ster you want. ORDER 
TWO AND SAVE. (The same 
35c for postage and han- 
dling applies to orders 
for TWO MONSTERS. 

{otal of 2 for $2.35.) 
Your money back if not 
satisfactorily horrified 
HONOR HOUSE 

DEPT. 472MR96 
LYNBROOK, W. Y. 


RAQUEL 
WELCH 
PILLOW 


ONLY 
What man wouldn't 
$9S enjoy spending a 
night with Raquel 
We mith es . 
deliver that next best thing 
—a 12" x 24” infl 
able pillow of Raquel m: 
of rugged vinyl to serve 
as your headrest. Keep her 
for yourself or show her to 
your friends. Livens up 
pas, when everyone 
‘sees and feels this great ga 
item. Just send $1.98 plus. 
‘35¢ shipping charges to: 
‘WOWOR HOUSE 


DEPT. 472RW96 LYWBROOK, W.Y. 11563 
NY State reuidenta add state and loca sales tax 


PPK 


22 CAL. 


PELLET | °M!Y 5 | 25 


FIRING 
“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size 


James Bond” 
n_Automatic $¥a inches long — 4¥2 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast 

you can pull the trigger with realistic movin 
Slide action. Great for fast action combat—type 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets free. 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not satiefied. 
Just send $1.25 plus 25¢ Not sold in NY City. 


HONOR HOUSE 
Dept. 472PK96 Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


style Ger 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 


STILETTO 


9” Overall Length Flies 
5” When Closed Spain 
Opens instantly atartiond 
Tone oranest ats? 
Tough dental closing 
je Stainless Razor sharp 


tough stainiess 
steel Diade for re 
lable use and hard 
long service Money 
back in 5 days if not 
satisfied Send $2.75 
plus 25¢ to cover post 
age and handing 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 


Dept. 472ST96 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


Steel Blade 


ONLY 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


FREE 50 Reusable $425 
22 Cal. Pellets only 1 


Rapid firing 22 cal. fully 9 inches long with the 
look and feel of an “undercover” automatic. Snap 
the “silencer” on or remove it for fast combat- 
type target practice. FREE 50 reusable 22 cal. 
pellets and supply of targets. Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1.25 plus 35¢ for 

postage and handling. 
WONOR HOUSE PROD. _Dept.472PA96 

Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 
Not sold in NYC 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical INlusion 


e = : “F 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
— you put on the "X-Ray" Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you “see” under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 olus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


WONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook, NY Dept 472xR96 


SKIN HEAD WIG 


= 
a a= 


Most people try to grow hair. 
opposite, Made of flesh toned latex to fit all 
heads, really changes your appearance. Just 
send $1.00 plus 15¢ for postage and handling. 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT. 472SW96, LYNBROOK, N.Y.11563| 


This is just the 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
Color ~— & White PROJECTOR 


ONLY 


55% 


Complete 


FREE: NEW THRILLING SENSATION 


Add 3-D Stereo effect with “Miracle Specs” 
which makes people look so full and real you 
can reach out and touch them. One pair 
comes with each projector. Additional pairs 
are $2.98 each. 


FEATURES: 


‘* Sturdy Construction +» Speed Control for fast 
with Screen or slow motion 

s color or + Guaranteed 

black and whit 


AVE ALL THE FUN OF PRIVATE MOVIES 
WOW AT THIS LOW PRICE 

Precision engineered and compact. Completely 

portable in its own case. Needs no electric outlet 

since it is battery operated. So simple and safe 

to use even a child can operate it. Its double lens 

focusing is sure and easy for bright, clear pictures. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL—Money back guarantee on 
10 day free trial. Don't delay—send $6.98 plus 
75c for postage and handling or send $1.00 good 
will deposit and pay postman balance on delivery 
plus C.0.0. and postage charges. Add $2.98 for 
zach pair of additional “Miracle Specs.” 


HONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP., DEPT. 472NP96 
Lmbrook, Mew Yark 11863 
ie 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 
With Com! 


ation Lock ONLY 


$100 


Only You Can Open 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any hook so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it, But even chance 
discovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 
locked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself have set it. Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
leather binding to look rust like a real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 35c postage and handling for each book 
fale you nant. Money back, You are fot satisfied 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT.4725S96 _LYNBROOK,N.Y. 11563 


© oven 13 MOVING PARTS. ON 
ING PAL 

FULLY AUTOMATIC ONLY 

‘Automatic full size model 

ota Luger Automatic pistol 

contains over 15 moving 


Evie lige action, Made of bauvy, 
" : 
ft with amazing 
AUTHENTIC MODEL GOH WE'VE EVER SEEN 


OT.M. Used 


bby consent of 
residents add state and local sales t 


TROUBLED AND YNEASY, THAT NIGHT GEORGE HAYWORTH \ SUDDENLY THERE 1S A TERRIBLE SCREAM FROM 


KEEPS A LONELY VIGIL... ABOVE STAIRS... Fs 
t OON'T LIKE IT! THERE'S ig 
SOMETHING FUNNY ABOUT GREAT Es 
THE WAY THE WUPGIES GAVE GODFREY! 
“50 EASILY. AND THE THAT'S 
CHILDREN HATE US/ AMY: 
THEY CRIED THEM- = 


SELVES TO SLEEPS 


y 1 SS Ban ? 


C bi 
F — il i ) mM 
Yj my i) {HH 
rf Mi Y : | 
= Z itl = 
Ave...[ GEORGE | THE a | QUT IN THE CHILDREN'S BEDROOM ONLY EMPTINESS 
WUDGIES | of THE CHILDREN-- GREETS THEM... 
THEY'RE BAcK! I Yl oH, Goop 
SAW THEM GO INTO A HEAVENS... 6-GONE! BUT ; 
THE CHILDREN'S HOW-- WHERE 2 HERES A 
zi ROOM ! "Dy I'VE BEEN AWAKE NOTE ON 
WT hy) ,2)\ ALL NIGHT ! THE BED! 
TH! y 
ca WC, Nj ( | age 


Zz 
G-GONE! FOREVER! = My Boys! 
THOSE LITTLE ie My (SOB) 
TYRANTS HAVE f POOR LITTLE 
STOLEN OUR / Boys | 
oe’ CHILDREN ! OH, ey) 
AMY-- AMY... Lemsth 
S 
ws 


